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Somebody Unfreeze Walt! 


he world is divided 

into two kinds of 
people: Theme Park 
People and human be- 
ings. 

You can’t cross over 
that line. It’s genetic. 
You're either a Theme 
Park Person or you re not. 
Some people have a mu- 
tant brain cell that says 
“Go to Orlando! Spend all 
your money there! Eat 
nachos out of a plastic 
tray!” And other people 
like to spend their money 
on normal things, like 
Triple Sec margaritas. 

You know what [’m 
talking about? 

Do you have friends 
like I do, that have gone 
to Six Flags 14 times and 
worry that they won’t get 
to see the mechanical 
Jaws shark jump up out 
of the water and almost 
chew the arm off little 
Timmy before “he’s too 
old to appreciate it”? 

Do you know people 
whose idea of ecstasy is 
sitting on a plastic chair 
beside a man-made la- 
goon staring at paddle 
boats and chewing on a 
Banana Pushup while 
cross-eyed teenagers in 
starched golf shirts pick 
up gum wrappers with a 
spear? 





Tamara Tohill is the aspiring nuclear physicist at a girls boarding 
Do you know people sgcehoolrunby Morgan Fairchild in the historically accurate docudrama 
whothinkGodmusthave Test Tube Teens From the Year 2000. 





Morgan Fairchild sniffs the musky scent of Arnold Schwarzenegger impersonator Don Dowe, 
in what some might call a brilliant career move. Some might not. 


built Epcot Himself, because no mortal being could 
possibly put that much fun in one place? 
sii iain ie Do youliae nea nie who cay asuce ay oii 
F IDF BOR REDI} me, “We're only staying ten days this year, because 
the kids have to be back in time for soccer camp”? 
Formerly We Are the Weird — Did I miss something here, or are there nineteen 
jillion more people going to Theme Parks this year 
“The Newsletter That’s Like a Drug: than normal? What happened to healthy American 
The First One’s Always Free” leisure time pursuits like slamdancing, Club Med 
and swimming nekkid in the Colorado River? 
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Publisher: Joe Bob Briggs don’t even allow drinking at all? 
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The Joe Bob Report, formerly We Are the Weird, (ISSN . 
1056-2427) is published bi-weekly for $65 per year by the Joe log flumes and guys named Brent who drive a tram 


Bob Briggs Museum of American Culture, a non-profit organi- that takes you to your car and Ye Olde Ice Cream 


zation, 1400 Preston Road #345, Plano ,Texas 75093. Second Sh 
class postage paid at Plano and additional mailing offices. Oppes. 
Rates for the rest of the world are $100 a year. I can’t go on with this. I’m shakin. I’m losin it. 
Rep oe ee eee Somebody unfreeze Walt immediately. Let’s at 
at cone . ace by = Bor eee We accept least ask him if this is what he intended. 
unsolicited stuff in the mail, and we pay or it if we use it. . . . 
Were especially interested in short satire and innovative Speaking of stories that should be preserved ina 
cartes tre < : ; = time capsule, Test Tube Teens From the Year 2000 is 
e will send one free sample copy to anyone in the world. “7: . 
Fk sentics the Bae dad ederee, the old familiar tale of high school students from the 
Our Fax number is 214-985-7448. future who zap themselves back to 1994 so they can 





sneak into a girls boarding school, dress up in drag, 
sleep with future Playboy Playmates, and convince 
Morgan Fairchild that she shouldn’t carry out her 
plan to make all sex illegal. 

Sure, we’ve seen it before, but have we seen it 
with a Terminator-style Arnold Schwarzenegger 
impersonator and a disco-till-you-puke party scene? 

I think not. 

Two dead bodies. Twenty-two breasts. Great 
extended shower scene. Goofball time-travel ma- 
chine. Drive-In Academy Award nominations for 
Morgan Fairchild, as the anti-sex girls school prin- 
cipal whose motto is “Make money, not love”; Brian 
Bremer, as the nerdy test-tube teen; Christopher 
Wolf, as the jock test-tube teen; Michelle Matheson, 
as the bookish boarding school girl who turns into a 
punk mama; and Tamara Tohill, as the future nuclear 
physicist with two enormous talents. 

Two and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 
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iow u like me now, The Movs Channel v visor, r Baseball : 


: caps—black and orange hat, San Francisco hat. 


. Videos | | ee : 

Murder by Moonlight with Brigitte Nielsen aad Julian . 

Sands; My Daughter ¢ Keeper; My Grandpa & is a a Vampire; The ; 
Netherworld (2) with Michael Bendetti oad Denice Gentile: 

Never Pick Upa Stranger; N light Call Ni urses; -N: ight Eyes. ITwith — 

Andrew Stevens and Shannon Tweed; Night Eyes III; Night of © 
the Cyclone starring Kris Kristofferson; Night of the a 


Bread, Ni ight of the Living Dead (remake) “— Tony Todd. 


Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 11 Pacific. 

October 1: Veteran B-movie Scream Queen 
Michelle Bauer kicks off “Attack of the Queen 
Bees” Month as Joe Bob’s special guest and co- 
host. The evening features two of Michelle’s 
classic performances, in Dinosaur Island and 
Sorority Babes in the Slimeball Bowl-o-rama. 
Dinosaur Island is a low-budget cross between 
Jurassic Park and Monster on Party Beach, fea- 
turing virgin sacrifice, Amazon river bathing, 
jungle hot-tub massage, cheesy dinosaur attacks, 
catfights, pterodactyl-hunting, purple cave mon- 
sters, and, of course, primitive pesticide labs. 
Michelle plays an (ahem) virgin. Four stars. 
Sorority Babes in the Slimeball Bowl-o-rama is 
the cult classic starring Michelle and Brinke 
Stevens as sorority pledges who are ordered to 
break into the mall bowling alley as their initia- 
tion. But once they arrive, they unleash a mutant 
demon who lives in a bowling trophy and turns 
everyone into raving sex-maniac lasagna-faced 
zombies—everybody except Linnea Quigley, a 
sharp-tongued punk burglar who happens to be 
on the premises when the party starts. Lots of 
camp nudity and gore. Four stars. 

October 8: Melissa Moore joins Joe Bob to 
discuss two of her ultra-low-budget classics, Hard To Die and 
Sorority House Massacre II. Hard To Die is the drive-in Die 
Hard, with five luscious bimbettes trapped in a high-rise where 
someone is sneaking up on women and planting a meat hook in 
their necks. By a strange coincidence, all five women work for a 
lingerie company, and by another strange coincidence, they all 
get real dirty in the first 15 minutes of the movie and have to take 
showers. Four stars. Sorority House Massacre II, previously 
known as Nightie Nightmare, has the exact same plot as Hard 
to Die, mainly because both are directed by king-of-the-quickies 
Jim Wynorski. In the second flick an abandoned sorority house 
is haunted by the angry ghost of a mass murderer who inhabits 
the body of a blonde in a silk chemise. Four stars. 

October 15: Vivian Schilling, the multi-talented B-movie 
queen, screenwriter and novelist, is Joe Bob’s special “Queen 
Bee” guest. First up is Future Shock, starring Vivian as a 
paranoid Malibu housewife who finds out wild wolves are killing 





Joe Bob welcomes Vivian Schilling, who when 
she’s not on Drive-In Theater is busy writing, 
starring i in, promoting and raising money for 
movies. (We suspect she punches the little 
holes in the sides of the film, too.) 


all the pets and chewing people’s faces offin the Malibu canyons. 
It’s the first of three stories in an anthology about people with 
fears. Also starring Scott 
Thompson, Bill Paxton 
and Sam Clay. Four 
stars. (Second feature: 
Soultaker: Vivian writes 
and stars in this sci-fi win- 
ner featuring Joe Estev- 
ez as an Angel of Death, 
skulking around Mobile, 
Alabama, in a black 
trenchcoat, sucking the 
souls out of dead people 
and taking them up to 
heaven ina little box. But 
when five teenagers die 
in acar crash, their souls 
get separated from their 
bodies, so the souls are 
wandering around the 
countryside, trying to call 
the police, while the bod- 
ies are hooked up to life- 
support. The drive-in ver- 
sion of Ghost. Four stars.) 

October 22: Kathy 
Shower, a Playboy Playmate of the Year, is Joe Bob’s co-host for 
two of her many B-movie roles: Wild Cactus and L.A. Goddess. 
In Wild Cactus she’s the abused wife of cold-blooded killer Gary 
Hudson, who comes out of prison with revenge on his mind. 
Hudson tracks her to her new life selling pet bunnies at a trailer 
park in the desert, and on the way he hooks up with bisexual bad 
girl Michelle Moffett, and the two of them sexually torment the 
wholesome Kathy. Later on they go after Goody Two Shoes 
couple David Naughton and India Allen as well. Three stars. 
In the second feature, L.A. Goddess, Kathy is a stunt-double-by- 
day, aspiring-screenwriter-by-night who sits at her typewriter 
in Victoria’s Secret lingerie and spends a lot of time at the 
mansion of big-shot Hollywood producer David Heavener, 
where they hold hands, have sex, drink champagne and sail 
around a lake while a Chinese cook tells oriental parables. 
Kathy’s big line is “Sorry, Mister Mogul, my script and my body 


are not for sale!” One star. 


These PC media wimps who regurgitate the party line are just... 


Spinally Deficient Dweebs 


ere about four years down the road since the 
term “politically correct” was invented. 
At first I thought this was a good thing. We 


Leis 


happen, in The Harvest. 


needed words to describe the kind of self-righteous 
Goody Two-Shoes jerkolas who slobber their slogans 
all over everbody else. 

But a strange thing happened once the PC Wars 
started. 

The Politically Correct people became even more 
retarded. I mean, in 1989 maybe they were just 
saying that all white male heterosexual authors 
should be banned from the library. By 1994, after 
being branded “PC” all this time, they were saying 
that lesbians and blacks invented everything that 
civilization is based on, but it was stolen by the 
aggressive destroying white male, who should now 
be transported to Papua New Guinea and kept in a 





Sarelle Ferrer the kind of woman who would pick 
you up in a Mexican disco, lure you to the beach, and let 
thugs carry you away for forced kidney removal? It could 


+} 


cage. 

In other words, you would think that some- 
where, on some college campus, a bunch of Politi- 
cally Correct diehards would get to- 
gether and say, “You know, we’re 
kinda gettin a bad name here. People 
are laughin at us. And it’s because of 
the really strange nutcases on the 
fringes of this movement. Solet’s kinda 
distance ourselves from these people 
and show everyone how good-hearted 
we are, and how all we're trying to do 
is bring about a better world.” 

But instead they reacted in the 
other direction. Anybody who accused 
them of being politically correct be- 
came a dingbat reactionary Jesse 
Helms-loving racist sexist Nazi. And 
they all turned into glazed-eye Bol- 
shevik bomb throwers trying to relive 
1917, certain that everything old must 
be destroyed forever. 

But then another strange thing 
happened. All through the years 1983 
to 1989, I made fun of all kinds of 
liberal organizations—feminists, eth- 
nic-rights groups, gays, lesbos. I 
founded DAMM—Drunks Against 
Mad Mothers. I made fun of conserva- 
tive groups, too, because Ill make fun 
of anybody, but during those years, 
1983 to 1989, the liberals were the 
best targets, because they always 
fought back, because many of them 
were in positions of power, and be- 
cause they always got mad if you 
made fun of them. 

So during those years I was fre- 
quently attacked in the media. Col- 
umnists said I was “insensitive.” Molly Ivins said on 
more than one occasion that I was picking on the 
poor and the helpless and the powerless, and that 
satire was to be used only on the rich and powerful. 
(Thanks for the journalism lesson, Molly.) And ev- 
erybody always got upset if I picked on black politi- 
cians, even if they were from the loonie fringe and 
even if they were outright liars. And this was relent- 
less—behind the scenes, publicly, everywhere—with 
people saying Joe Bob’s aracist, Joe Bob is sexist, Joe 
Bob is homophobic, Joe Bob is this or that. 

And then, after this “political correctness” busi- 
ness started, all that stopped. And the same people 
who had attacked me between 1983 and 1989 were 


now writing columns about how wrong the Political 
Correctness movement is, and how silly it was when 
someone representing the poor or the helpless or the 
powerless uses that position to repress somebody 
else. 

To which I say, please come get both these 
eroups—the PC flame-throwers, and the media types 
who only express an opinion when there’s no risk in 
expressing it—and get em real jobs, like picking up 
trash on the interstate. You know what I mean? 

Let’s move on, okay? 

Speaking of modern stuff that doesn’t make any 
sense, this week’s movie is The Harvest, the old story 
of the depressed out-of-work screenwriter who goes 
to Mexico to finish his script and ends up getting 
knocked out on the beach by thugs who forcibly 
remove his left kidney before he wakes up, goes to 
the place where they filmed Night of the Iguana, falls 
in love with a beautiful blonde nurse from Chicago, 
and takes her to his California wheat farm where he 
has sex and then fights off an army of surgical 
killers. 

Sure we’ve seen it before, but have we seen it 
with Harvey Fierstein as the slimeball producer? 

I think not. 

This one is so weird that I loved it, especially 
because you can’t tell how much of the story the guy 
is making up for his screenplay, how much of it he’s 






Miguel and Leilani stand in an art-film box 
erected in a wheat field. Please don’t ask. 





I don’t know what Miguel Ferrer is doing here, 
but then you won’t know exactly what he’s 
doing in the movie either. 

dreaming, how much of it he’s hallucinating, and 
how much of itis actually happening. In other words, 
Flashback City, Dream Sequence City, and just a 
general Vaseline Lens Jamboree. Normally I hate 
stuff like this, but this guy named David Marconi, 
the writer and director, really knows his stuff. (But, 
David, hire a new guy to put the titles on your movie. 
It looks like you bought one of those camcorders at 
Radio Shack that let you spell out Mom’s name on the 
Christmas tapes.) 

I have two questions about this flick: 

Where did it come from? 

Why didn’t I hear about it before now? 

Great stuff. 

Six dead bodies. Three breasts. Closeup head 
wound. Finger-breaking. Automotive aardvarking. 
Pottery shard to the jugular. One motor vehicle 
chase. Gratuitous transvestite leather bar. Two-by- 
four Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nominations for 
Tim Thomerson, as the drunk womanizing inn- 
keeper who doles out conspiracy theories while he’s 
swimming and says “I used to write”; Harvey 
Fierstein, as the producer who says “I need pages 
ASAP” and “I hate molester stories”; Leilani Sarelle 
Ferrer, as the sultry blonde who likes to dance with 
an ice cube in her pants and stand in the rain while 
saying “I like to get wet”; and Miguel Ferrer, as the 
pill-popping pottery-smashing burned-out screen- 
writer, for saying “This isn’t happening.” 

Four stars. 
Joe Bob says check it out. 





Reviews by the Comedy Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


E GUN IN BETTY LOU’S HANDBAG 


“Solid, fast and funny” feminist action “gem” starring 
Penelope Ann Miller asa “frumpy, timid” librarian and “dishrag 
girl” in Tettley, Missouri, who confesses to a murder she didn’t 


commit (at the Neet 
Nook Motel) just to get 
attention from her cop 
husband, the “weak” 
“overacting” Eric 
Thal. She gets thrown 
in prison, where her 
cellmate is “world- 
weary pro” Cathy 
Moriarty, “excellent” 
as “the voice of street 
wisdom” who teaches 
Miller how to becomea 
“walking female asser- 
tiveness’ training 
course.” Soon she is 
capturing headlines, | 
dancing in night clubs, a 
outwitting the mob, 
“saving her lawyer 

from a crazy cajun 
meanie” (“great” “re- 
ally sadistic” “career 
psychopath” William 
Forsythe), and being 
cheered by the town 
through a series of 


“srossviolentmoments Penelope Ann Miller is hysterical in The Gun in Betty 
that are surprising.” Lou’s Handbag. Don’t judge by this. 
“Semi-neurotic” Faye Grant is “excellent as the mixed-up, 
affection-starved housewife of a successful small-town car dealer, 
cheating on her husband with a guy in trouble with the mob.” 
“Like a cross between My Cousin Vinny, Something Wild and a 
G-rated Chained Heat. Every person in the movie is funny.” “A 
homegrown, married Romancing the Stone—you know, a woman’s 
movie. Of course, it manages to make women look stupid.” “The 
premise veers toward improbability, but tight writing keeps the 
pace going sothat you don’t care. The ending is a little contrived.” 
“This movie is hilarious and never gets dull.” Minority opinions: 
“Can’t decide what it is going to be—slapstick comedy, mobster 
movie, guns and breasts, etc., soit succeeds in none.” “An unfunny 


comedy that turns nasty in the end.” Five dead bodies. 
Knife-in-the-head. Ice pick Fu. Cast: Julianne 
Moore, Alfre Woodard (“excellent”-to-“bad” as Ann), 
Meatloaf (“gratuitous”). Writer: Grace Cary 
Bickley (“great”-to-’weak”). Director: Allan Moyle 
(“sharp”). [Touchstone. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 86. 


S TEPMONSTER 


“Fast-paced, entertaining” “classic Roger 
Corman monster flick” about a comic-book-loving 
kid, “excellent pre-teen” Bill Corben, who thinks his 
father’s fiancee, “standout” Robin Riker, is a cave- 
dwelling “trupopkin,” but he makes the mistake of 
trying to tell his story to Ami Dolenz, “great” as “the 
classic crabby babysitter from next door.” Next he 
tries grandpa, played by the “excellent” George 
Gaynes. Eventually Alan Thicke, “overplayingitas 
the jerky dad,” starts to realize that his new wife is 
actually a monster that has “cleverly disguised itself 
as a naive yet alluring supervixen.” “Funny and 





original, with uniformly good acting and pace. Excellent produc- 
tion values.” “Robin Riker projects an unusual sweetness laced 
with menace, and she’s quite sexy to boot.” “I have to hand it to 
Alan Thicke. All he has to do for this character is smile and be 
oblivious—and he screws that up 
: opening credits.” “It’s an okay movie—bet- 
ter than its huge-budget counterpart, My 
Stepmother Is An Alien.” Minority opinion: 
“The humor is lame and the horror is stale. 
It plays like a bad sitcom. Corman misses 
the boat with this one.” Babysitter Dolenz 
has the best lines, including “Let’s get some- 


1” 


“Excellent comic-book-cool 


pees «ewes thing straight right now—I’m not playing 


strip poker, spin the bottle, or doctor,” and 
“Todd, I don’t care how much you beg, I’m 
not giving youa bath.” “The last five minutes 
suck.” Four dead bodies. Ears roll. Cast: 
Corey Feldman (“not quite there” as 
Phlegm, “in only three scenes”), Edie 


iii j McClurg, John Astin (“cameo” as the 


Official Rating 


System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 
94-89 Classic 

88-84 Excellent 

83-80 Decent 

79-75 Watchable 

74-65 Pathetic 

64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Comedy Records 


Highest rating: 92 
(Innocent Blood, 1992). 


Lowest rating: 63 (Eating, 1990). 


minister), Denise Lynn Roberts (“good” 
as the tropopkin), Molly Cheek (Abby). 
Writers: Mark Thomas McGee, Craig J. 
Nevius (“halfway decent”), from a story by 
Fred Olen Ray. Director: Jeremy 
Stanford. |New Horizons. 1993 .] Overall 
rating: 84. 


WERE TALKIN’ 
SERIOUS MONEY 


“Witty” “fun” caper flick about two 
“bumbling, constantly bickering, hapless 
hoods”—“goofy 
and “perfect gangster-type” Dennis Farina—who lose $10,000 
of a mobster’s money in a crooked heist and are forced to flee New 
York for L.A. With the help of a “New Californian wise guy,” John 
Kapelos (who “really shines”), they happen on a plan to black- 
mail a crooked Congressman, a scheme that nearly gets them 
killed. “So what?” “This is basically a low-budget Wise Guys ripoff. 
You're in trouble when a movie with Joe Piscopo is funnier than 
yours.” “It’s like watching a sidebar story to Goodfellas.” “Kind of 
a silly premise for a mobster comedy.” “The movie is filled with 
weird things like St. Christopher medals with moving lips and 
gay bikers.” “Dennis Farina is embarrassing.” “They all look like 
they're having fun, so I had fun.” Six dead bodies. Three motor 


99 


scene-stealer” Leo Rossi 


vehicle chases. Cast: Fran 
Drescher (“outstanding,” “al- 
ways enjoyable,” “great and 
under-utilized” as Valerie), 
John La Motta (“good” as Gino 
The Grocer), Denis Arndt 
(“standout”). Writers: James 
Lemmo, Rossi (“well-written,” 
“okay,” “predictable plot”). Di- 
rector: Lemmo (“clever, imagi- 
native,” “okay,” “crisp”). 
[CineTel/Columbia-TriStar. 
1991/92.] Overall rating: 84. 


H OUSESITTER 


“Lamely-scripted” “plod- 
ding” but “good-hearted” screw- 
ball comedy starring “perfect” 
Steve Martin in “another good 
outing” as an architect who 


builds a dream house for the woman he’s obsessed with, “hot 
preppy babe” Dana Delaney (mixed reviews in an “underwrit- 
ten” role), only to have his marriage proposal turned down. 
Informal acquaintance and pathological liar Goldie Hawn (mixed 
reviews) then barges in, starts fixing the place up, masquerading 
as his wife and “worming her way into his white-bread heart.” 
There’s one hilarious scene in which homeless couple Richard B. 
Shull and Laurel Cronin are hired by Hawn to pose as 
her parents, then do such a greatjob they start believing 
their own act. “Martin can’t stand Hawn for the entire 
movie. Then one vaguely sympathetic detail about her 
life is revealed, and in ananosecond he can’t live without 
her. Completely unbelievable!” “Goldie and Steve look 
pained to act out this script of insincere emotion. Not 
funny enough to entertain, and not convincing enough 
to be a romantic story.” “Isn’t Goldie getting too old to 
play these ditzy twenty-somethings?” “I know this was 
supposed to be one of the top-grossing comedies of the 
year, but why? This movie is flat-out predictable. Why 
did they bother to make a movie when they had maybe 
an hour TV show’s worth of material, at best?” “Tries 
really hard to be madcap and funny—fails.” “No heat 
between Martin and any of his girls.” Minority opinion: 
“Great comic situations—it really works from begin- 
ning to end. I think it’s funnier than Father of the Bride.” 
Martin has the best line: “Youre like the Ernest 
Hemingway of bullshit!” Cast: Donald Moffat (“genu- 
inely touching and funny” as Martin’s father, George 
Davis), Peter MacNicol (“outstanding” as “Martin’s 
most disgusting friend”), Julie Harris (Edna Davis). 
Writer: Mark Stein (“chatty script”), from a story by 
Stein, Brian Grazer. Director: Frank Oz. | Universal/ 
MCA-Universal. 1992.] Overall rating: 83. 


ir. BASEBALL 


Mostly “mild laughs” in this “enjoyable fluff” of a “typical, 
predictable plot” that “seems to go on forever.” The “likeable” 
Tom Selleck is “kinda scary” as an arrogant one-time World 
Series MVP, no longer wanted by American teams, whois traded 
by the New York Yankees to the Chunichi Dragons in Nagoya, 
Japan, where he’s assigned a translator, the “great” Toshi 
Shioya, who smooths his way by toning down his ugly-American 
comments. “Emotionally retarded, omni-insulting, and useless 
on the field,” Selleck manages to revive his own game, save the 
job of his hard-headed manager, the “outstanding” Ken 
Takakura, pervert the team to evil western ways, win the 
pennant, and get the coach’s daughter, “superb” Aya Takanashi, 
who engages in spoonerisms like “You thought I was trying to get 
through your pants?” “Magnum Does Japan.” “The middle hour 
is really slow and dull.” “Coulda been good, shoulda been better, 
wasn’t.” “The romantic subplot is extremely weak.” “The baseball 
sequences are impossible to follow. Even the scoreboard is confus- 
ing.” Selleck has the best line: “We’re not athletes, we’re baseball 
players.” Cast: Dennis Haysbert (“pretty good” as Max DuBois). 
Writers: Gary Ross, Kevin Wade, Monte Merrick (“a mess”), 
from a story by Theo Pelletier, John Junkerman. Director: 
Fred Schepisi (“okay”). [Universal/MCA-Universal. 1992/93. | 
Overall rating: 80. 


‘THE RETURN OF SPINAL TAP 


Concert video taped at the culmination of Spinal Tap’s 
“Break Like the Wind” tour, profiling the band members in 
cinema verite style at the Royal Albert Hall in London. Band 
members Christopher Guest (a/k/a David St. Hubbins), Michael 
McKean (a/k/a Nigel Tufnel) and Harry Shearer (a/k/a Derek 
Smalls), who developed an immense cult following when they 
created the mythical band for the film This Is Spinal Tap, are all 
“brilliant,” but the tape has “way way too much music—the funny 
parts are the behind-the-scenes stuff, and return visits to Squatney 
[where they grew up].” Concert footage includes performances of 





in the entertaining low-budgeter, Sfepmonster. 


“Break Like the Wind,” “Majesty of Rock,” “Bitch School,” “Diva 
Fever,” “Clam Caravan,” “Stinkin’ Up the Great Outdoors,” a 
duet with a picture of Cher, and new versions of “Big Bottom” and 
“Hell Hole”’—“but you have to work awful hard to hear the lyrics.” 
“The boys do double duty in the film, appearing also as acoustic 
hacks The Folksmen, who are supposed to open for the Tap but 
are last seen whining ‘Kumbayah’ for pocket change.” “The 

; Oe Folksmen have bald 
heads, hush puppies, 
and checkered 
shirts.” There are 
cameos by Rob 
Reiner, “incredibly 
funny” as he reprises 
his portrayal of docu- 
mentary filmmaker 
Marty DiBergi, Paul 
Shaeffer recreating 
his “weaselly” Poly 
Sutra Records pro- 
moter Artie Fufkin, 
Bob Geldof intro- 
ducing the band, 
Graham Nash hav- 
ing problems with a 
defective crystal, 
Kenny Rogers giv- 
ing David St. Hub- 
bins golf tips, an 
“inane” appearance 
by Martin Short, 
the “timeless, seem- 
ingly ageless” Fred 
Willard as Lieuten- 
ant Bob Hookstrat- 
ten, and Mel Torme 
doing a “crooning rendition of ‘Big Bottom Girls.” “All the 
requisite trappings of a heavy metal band are lampooned here: 
devil worship, fashionable guitars, power ballads, self-absorbed 
videos, silly stage props, endless self-indulgent solos, hot babes, 
and even aset in their ‘oft-imitated, never-duplicated’ unplugged 
mode.” “This does not measure up to This Is Spinal Tap—and I’m 
afan.” “They forget this is a parody and take themselves and their 
musical performance too seriously. They try to pick up where the 
original left off, but the humor falls way short.” “Shot on video, 
which gives it that cheesy Headbangers Ball look.” The best line 
is, “After a summer of sanitizing telephones, you really appreci- 
ate rock-and-roll more than ever.” One belly-dancing dwarf. 
Cast: June Chadwick (Jeanine Pettibone-St. Hubbins), Paul 
Anka (cameo), Jeff Beck (cameo), Jamie Lee Curtis (cameo), 
Richard Lewis (cameo), Martha Quinn (cameo). Writers: 
Guest, McKean, Shearer. Director: Jim DiBergi. [MPI. 1992/ 
93.] Overall rating: 80. 


[PREL UDE TO A KISS 


“Static” “ridiculous” “fluff” that “should be titled Prelude to 
a Waste of Time.” At her wedding reception, after getting hitched 
to “wooden” Alec Baldwin, the “gorgeous” Meg Ryan kisses an 
elderly man, “walking fossil” Sydney Walker. At the moment of 
the kiss, the old man and the young girl magically exchange 
bodies. The rest of the movie is spent trying to get the right souls 
back into their proper bodies, until “love conquers all” in the 
“predictable” “happy ending” using “a New Age Deus Ex Machina.” 
“Keeck. Blah.” “Blech!” “Slower than a herd of turtles. This poser 
couple drives me round the bend with snitty sentiment and fake 
feelings and go-nowhere dialogue from the artsy-fartsy hand- 
book of supernatural schmaltz.” “Everybody tries too hard to be 
funny, and they ain’t.” “There’s no chemistry between the couple. 
Everyone looks bored.” “They use voiceover, and it doesn’t work.” 
“The movie might have been better with ‘no-name’ leads. Famous 
stars are unconvincing.” “After the change, Meg Ryan’s perfor- 





mance is subtle and brilliant.” 
“Can Alec Baldwin act, oris he 
justin pain?” “A Drive-In Acad- 
emy Award nomination for the 
guy or gal who symetrically 
combed Alec Baldwin’s chest 
hair.” “Alec Baldwin has a re- 
ally tough job, but proves that, 
away from Kim Basinger, he’s 
aterrific actor.” Minority opin- 
ion: “This film got lukewarm 
reviews when it was released, 
so I was surprised by how 
watchable it is. I have never 
seen the play, so maybe this 
helps.” Cast: Kathy Bates 
(“excellent,” but “wasted”), 
Ned Beatty (“scene-stealer” 
as Ryan’s father), Patty Duke 
(“good” but “under-utilized” as 
Ryan’s mother), Richard 
Riehle (Jerry Blier), Stanley 
Tucci (Taylor). Writer: Craig 
Lucas, from his play. Direc- 
tor: Norman Rene. [20th Cen- 
tury-Fox/Fox. 1992/93. | Over- 
all rating: 79. 


/Vfistress 


“Pretentious” “overdone” 
“standard movie-insider 
movie” starring the “excellent” 
Robert Wuhl as a “tortured 
director” who thinks he’s got- 
ten his big break when Mar- 
tin Landau, “continually an- 
noying” as a cheeseball pro- 
ducer, promises to get his script made and introduces him to 
Robert DeNiro, playing himself and “stealing the ten minutes 
he appears in.” Soon there are three investors who want in on the 
deal, but each expects his own mistress to be the star. The three 
nominees include “great bimbo” Tuesday Night and “standout” 
“show-stealer” Sheryl Lee Ralph. Also stealing scenes is “Mr. 
Reality Check” Jace Alexander, son of a famous screenwriter, 
“who slings the bull with a catapult,” saying things like “I’m just 
here to be used” and “That’s exactly what my father says!” “Slow! 
What a waste of money and talent.” “This movie is kind of like 
NBA All-Star games. Everybody dresses, everybody plays, but 
they’re just going through the motions—they’re not really trying 
their best. Would have been better with lesser-known actors. The 
girlfriends subplot isn’t even worthy of a Love Boat episode.” “The 
Stunt Man, The Big Picture and The Player all do it better. They 
do like to make movies about themselves.” “Given the incredible 
cast, this should have been much better.” “The ‘stars’ like DeNiro 
and Aiello are init for less than 15 minutes each.” “A pretty clever 
script, but a few too many lengthy dramatic interludes and deep 
speechettes. Yawn.” The best lines are “I’m fucking both of your 
backers, so don’t fuck with me” and “Well, suicide is a dark 
subject—depends on how it’s handled!” One dead body. Cast: 
Danny Aiello (“wasted in an ill-defined role” as a backer, 
Carmine Rasso), Eli Wallach (“standout” as a backer, George 
Lieberhoff), Jean Smart (“I refuse to discuss it”), Ernest 





Bases Shearer, Christopher Guest, and the squatting 
Michael McKean revisit their roots in Squatney, En- 
gland, but, unfortunately, prefer music to comedy in The 
Return of Spinal Tap, filmed on the final night of their 
“Break Like the Wind” tour. 


Borgnine (“overacted” “cameo” 
as himself), Christopher 
Walken (“gratuitous” “cameo” as 
a deranged suicidal actor), Stefan 
Gierasch (“great” as an “alco- 
holic script doctor”), Laurie 
Metcalf (“standout,” “consis- 
tently annoying,” “overplays to 
the camera” as Wuhl’s ex-wife). 
Writers: Barry Primus, J.F. 
Lawton. Director: Primus. 
[Tribeca Productions/Live. 1992/ 
93.] Overall rating: 78. 


[_Irv1Le NOISES 


“Grim, bleak, unrelenting” 
“painful” “student-filmish” 
“waste”’—with “the production 
quality of a 1962 health-and-hy- 
giene documentary”’—starring 
“annoying as all get out” but 
“weirdly funny” Crispin Glover 
as a “half-retarded” “down-and- 
out loser” who fancies himself a 
New York bohemian, living 
among “a cornucopia of geeks and 
mentally twisted ‘artists.” He gets 
his big chance when he claims as 
his own a notebook of poems given 
him by a mentally retarded deaf 
mute, but his plans are frustrated 
by his best friend, the “okay” 
Tatum O’Neal (“basically a walk- 
on, with one facial expression”), 
and “good” agent Rik Mayall. 
“It’s a little too self-consciously 
‘culty.” “This is a comedy where 
every character is truly mentally disturbed in a very agonizingly 
uncomfortable way.” “Crispin Glover. He’s good, he’s bad. He’s 
really, really strange. The character is hard to take.” “An offbeat 
comedy that doesn’t work—not funny, not poignant, no empathy 
for any of the characters.” “The movie reaches for Woody Allen- 
ish smugness, which is not good even when successful.” “With a 
tired old plot but eclectic trimmings, you get an interesting movie, 
but not necessarily a good one.” “Direct from artsy-fartsy hell, 
Tatum O’Neal should be spanked for kissing off her megabuck 
marriage for appearing in this snoozer. This film is a wet dream 
come true for John McEnroe’s divorce lawyer!” “Crispin Glover 
is either a genius or insane. I’m not sure.” “Crispin Glover seems 
over the edge, as usual. He looks like Ringo Starr on heroin for 
most of the movie, and mumbles into his hand a lot.” “Everybody 
stands around waiting to see what Crispin will do next.” “I had the 
strange feeling I was watching filmed performance art.” Minority 
opinion: “Writer/director Jane Spencer really lets loose with a 
great presentation, making Hoboken seem cooler than Paris. The 
writing and cast are unbelievable—so good that it has so much 
depth and brilliance. A total gem.” One dead body. Cast: John C. 
McGinley (“standout”), Steven Schub (“perfect” as Timmy, 
“the aspiring actor from hell”), Matthew Hutton (“excellent” as 
Marty Slovack), Tate Donovan (Elliot Ashley). Writers: Spen- 
cer, John Zeiderman (“unusual,” “lame”). [Monument Pictures/ 
Prism. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 71. 


Members of the Comedy Committee are Jim Bierce, gambler, Rolling Meadows, IL; - Raisin Blowme, zine editor. Buffalo: 
Melissa Darwin, actress/writer, Baltimore; Kevin Fitzpatrick, Manager/Creative Afar for DC Comics, New Von N.Y.; 
Chip Howard, sportscaster, Bryan Tex.; Michael Jones, Feature Film Evaluator for Viewer’s Choice pay-per-view, Les 
Angeles; Bill McEIhannon, chemical/petroleum: engineer, Bellaire, Tex.; Greg Nikiel, electrical engineer, Chantilly, Va.; Jeri 
Nikiel, software engineer, Chantilly, Va.; Jim Perine, newspaper systems editor, Grove City, O., Wayne Richards, case 
manager for the mentally ill, Medford, Ore.; Neil Stern, retail consultant, Chicago; and Michael J. Swope. Adjunct Assistant 
Professor of Social Science, Jackson Community . Rives J unction, Mich. 


he stunning 

Barbara 
Steele, who made 
her film debut in the 
1961 classic Black 
Sunday and was 
most recently seen 
in the underrated 
1991 TV mini-series 
Dark Shadows, 1s 





... Wherein we report From the 


curred in an effort 
to get a true sense 
of the moods and at- 
titudes of the fami- 
lies caught in the 
cross fire of gang life 
and bring those feel- 
ings faithfully tothe 
screen. Pursuit 
writer/director/ex- 


scheduled to attend undergrouno, the counter-cul€ure, ecutive producer P. 
the Chiller Theatre €he Out-of—€he-mainstream, ano the Dirk Higdon’s 
Fifth Anniversary Loonie cringe of publishing, music, message of non-vio- 


Halloween Extrava- . - lence has attracted 
ganza this October, movies, COMIC books, ano other the support of local 
according to conven- places where misfits owell. businesses, film pro- 
tion organizer fessionals, city foun- 


Kevin Clement. Steele, who co-starred with 
Vincent Price in The Pit and the Pendulum and 
has countless horror credits, will be joined by TV 
horror host John Zacherle, Ingrid Pitt of Vampire 
Lovers, Rock ‘n’ Roll High School’s Mary Woronov, 
convention regular Michelle Bauer, Play- 
boy favorite Jasae, original Night of the 
Living Dead cast members Marilyn East- 
man, Karl Hardman and John Russo, 
author Maitland McDonagh, the Troma 
team, and Howard Stern girls J.J. North 
and Theresa Lynn, among others. Also 
attending is the one and only Melissa 
Moore, honorary editor of The Joe Bob 
Report. The convention will feature auto- 
graph sessions, speakers, and a memora- 
bilia exhibit including the work of Henry 
Alvarez, best known for his wax museum 
and special effects wizardry in films includ- 
ing Basic Instinct, and a display of the 
album cover art of the rock group Megadeth 
by artist Ed Repka, who, along with 
Alvarez, will be in attendance. The Satur- 
day night highlight will be a Halloween 
costume contest with live music by the Elec- 
tric Frankensteins and Clement’s own band, 
Dead Elvi. Chiller Theater is to be held at 
the Meadowlands Hilton Convention Cen- 
ter in Secaucus, New Jersey, October 28-30. 
For additional information write: Chiller 
Theater, P.O. Box 23, Rutherford, NJ 07070. 
€ 

Method Acting is as common in Holly- 
wood as silicone implants, but leave it to a 
Texas independent film company to take it 
even further by employing a form of, well, 
let’s call it “Method Crewing.” The crew of 
Pursuit, a Fort Worth-based film project 
inspired by a recent gang-related murder, 
plans to spend more than two weeks hang- 
ing out with the locals of the gang-domi- 


nated neighborhood where the killing oc- Michelle Bauer roosters it up for Chiller Theater. 
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dations and gang intervention police units. Filming 
begins in October, so if you want to lend your support 
or learn more about Pursuit, contact: P. Dirk Higdon, 
P.O. Box 11854, Fort Worth, TX 76110. 

e 





Leatherface may be back in Return of the Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre, which was filmed in May, but 
Saw purists will be disappointed that Gunnar 
Hansen is not. In fact, none of the original cast 
members reprise their roles, though a few pop up in 
cameos. Not surprisingly, the storyline involves a 





car accident on prom night and the ensuing ill-fated 
meeting between the TV-dinner teens and carnivo- 
rous cannibal clan. However, the plot of Return 
departs from the other sequels by exploring 
Leatherface’s androgynous nature and weird 
transvestism. In spite of this, our buddy Dan 
Cziraky, who is now putting out his own fact- 
packed horror zine, Let It Bleed, expresses skepti- 
cism on the success of the film: “I don’t think fans will 
be truly satisfied with a Saw sequel until original 
Leatherface Hansen picks up the Black & Decker 
again.” Dan is a charter Horror Committee member 
on Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts, and his love 
for the genre permeates Let It Bleed with extensive 
commentary on horror figures from movies and 
comics, Scream Queen scoop and whatever else he 
can squeeze into each newsy 12-page issue. Pub- 
lished bi-monthly, it’s a real bargain at $3 per year, 
payable to: Dan Cziraky, 100 Sunset Ave., Newark, 


John F. Kennedy: Messiah aS God of Hairspray? = 


NJ 07106-1937. 
€ 

What scares Joe Bob in the theater? Sticky 
floors? Big-haired women? Joe Bob’s answers to this 
and other probing questions will be revealed in the 
October issue of Satellite Entertainment Guide. This 
306-page color cable/satellite guide 
comes out of Canada monthly and 
contains listings for any and every- 
thing that’s available to you via sat- 
ellite plus a sprinkling of articles on 
related topics. Satellite Entertain- 
ment Guide is widely distributed in 
both the U.S. and Canada and can be 
found on newsstands for $5. For a 
year’s subscription, send $52 to Sat- 
ellite Entertainment Guide, 1109T.D. 
Tower, Edmonton Center, 10205-101 
Street, Edmonton, Alberta, T5J-2Z1. 

e 

The Church of J.F.K. is just one 
of the unusual by-products of living 
in a country which embraces and 
celebrates freedom of religion. This 
legitimate organization boasts about 
2,000 members and is based on the 
belief that John F. Kennedy was the 
new messiah. David Raffin, editor 
of the smart new zine Vision? Nary!, 
speculates: “Of course, you have to 
remember that those numbers are 
only counting the official members 
of any organization. We don’t know 
how many lay J.F.K.rs there are. 
And don’t get me started on the splin- 
ter groups. You know, the offshoot, 
apostate J.F.K.rs. These would in- 
. clude the group that believes that 
=== Bobby Kennedy was the new mes- 
siah, the ‘Bobites, as well as the 
group that believes that Ted Kennedy is the 
antichrist. There’s probably even a group that be- 
lieves that none of the Kennedys ever really died, the 
‘RastaKennedians.” Vision? Nary! is filled with com- 
mentary, humor, short fiction, cartoons and reviews 
from various contributing writers and artists includ- 
ing one of our favorite cartoonists who shows up 
every now and then in The Joe Bob Report, Ace 
Backwords. We love Raffin’s spirited explanation 
regarding the direction of his fledgling zine: “Na- 
tional debt? The environment? It doesn’t matter. 
Screw future generations. I’m not having any kids, 
ergo, it is not my problem. I say leave the issue of 
posterity to someone directly related to the matter. 
With this sentiment firmly entrenched in our souls, 
we offer up this, our first issue. And if you don’t like 
it, we couldn’t care less.” Published bi-monthly, you 
can get a year’s subscription by sending $9 to Vision? 
Nary!, P.O. Box 2161, Longview, WA 98632. 
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No wonder men prefer Levi's to a double-breasted polyester Sears special... 


One Size Fits Nobody 


’m about the last 

person I know 
who likes to wear a 
suit. 

I mean, don’t get 
me wrong. Not every 
day. And not one of 
those shoulder-bust- 
ers that make you feel 
like a frozen codfish 
that’s been pickled 
and mummified. 

But sometimes it’s 
okay. It feels good. To * 
me. But I’m only one 
guy. 

Cause what’s the 
universal cry of the 
male couch potato? 

“Do I have to wear 
a coat and tie?” 

And the answer 
is, “Yes, sometimes eee 
you do.” 

But I think the reason so many people are 
unhappy in their suits is that the goldang things 
never fit. 

And the reason they never fit is that the only 
place you can buy em now is stores in the mall where 
they got em racked up like flexible coffins on those 
wooden hangers with the clothespins on em. And 
after you spend about nine hours tryin on different 
suits, they have some guy named Sol come out of the 
back room and make a few chalk marks on your 
shoulders, waist and cuffs, and then they kinda 
cinch it up and stretch it out and jerry-rig the sucker 
until it kinda fits. 

There used to be Chinese guys in every city who 
would just make an appointment with you, and you'd 
build the goldang suit. You’d choose what you 
wanted—herringbone, hound’s tooth, nailhead, pin- 
stripe, worsted, flannel, wool, silk, wide lapels, nar- 
row lapels, back vent, side vent, no vent, cuffs, no 
cuffs, English pockets, open pockets, three buttons, 
two buttons, four buttons, double-breasted, single- 
breasted, vest, flat collar, high collar—you get the 
idea. And the Chinese guy would measure every inch 
of your body, and if you had one shoulder that hung 
lower than the other one, he’d sew that mother so 
you'd never know the difference. 

Why don’t we just go back to this system? 

Cause now what’s happenin is that men hate 
suits sooooo much that you can go to the dangedest 








places and find per- 
fectly normal people 
runnin around like 
sweatshirt goonies. 
When I first went to 
the famous restau- 
rantin New Orleans, 
Brennan’s, | was the 
only guy in a suit. In 
most cities, when 
you go to the best 
restaurant in town, 
you wear a suit. Evi- 
dently they don’t 
dress up for diddly 
squat in New Or- 
leans. Same thing 
with the Broadway 
theater, with sym- 
phony orchestras, 
with hotel dining 
rooms—all places 
[ that used to be full of 

; suit-wearers. Now 
it’s about half and half, so you see one guy in Armani 
and another guy in Beavis-and-Butthead, side by 
side. 

I’ve been to the Metropolitan Opera House only 
one time in my life, and I by-God wore a suit. I have 
to say, the standards of dress at the Met are still 
pretty high, but I also have to say, there were people 
there in jeans. 

Nothing against jeans, but they weren't even 
good jeans. 

I don’t care if you wear a suit or not, but hire a 
Chinese guy and get some jeans that fit! 

For God’s sake. 


had its screen ripped apart by high winds right in 
the middle of Patriot Games, but owner C.B. 
Simmons of Bowling Green, Kentucky, has de- 


cided to rebuild. To show you what a great drive- 
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Will atomic manipulation lead to insidious mind control? 


Paws Off My Particles! 


ave you read about these guys in science labs at 
Berkeley and MIT and Harvard and the 
Atominstitut Osterreicher of Baden-Baden and the 





Universite de Quiche Lorraine who are going abso- 
lutely nuts because they have scientific poltergeists 
everywhere? 

They shoot an atomic particle through a tube, 
and put a fork in the road right smack dab in the 
middle of it, so that the atomic particle can go to the 
right or to the left. And then they guess which way 
it will go, and you know what? 

Every time they guess, they guess right. 

In other words, it’s like the atomic particle knows 
what it’s expected to do, and so it does it. 

This is like one of those swamis in Hindustan 
who sits cross-legged and grunts—and flowers pop 
out of his ears. 

Why do flowers pop out of his ears? 

Because he wants flowers to pop out of his ears. 

But it gets even creepier. 

They can do the same experiment, with the same 
particle shootin through the tube, and let’s say it 
goes to the left. They can change what they expected 


it to do—they can express a sort of disappointment 
that it went to the left—and the particle will change, 
the detector will change, everything will change so 
that it never went to the left in the first place. It went 
to the right. 

In other words, they can change the past by 
expecting the past to change. 

Very Steven Spielberg, if you ask me. 

Do you realize the implications of this? 

When you leave the car keys somewhere in the 
house, but you can’t remember where, and you go 
looking for em in the same place three different 
times, and then the fourth time they appear—this 
has happened to you, right? Maybe they weren’t 
there the first three times because you didn’t expect 
em to be there, but the fourth time you did. 

You know how you can get around a weak 
person, and you just know you can manipulate em to 
like you or give you something or buy something 
from you, and so you start sendin out these little sub- 
atomic mind messages? (Any great salesman knows 
what I’m talkin about.) Maybe you’re just like the 
scientist in the lab, thinking “Go left, go left, go left.” 

But what’s really scary to me is that, if you can 
manipulate a sub-atomic particle under controlled 
laboratory conditions, then you can probly manipu- 
late anything if you try hard enough. 

Only all the people you would want to manipu- 
late things are the people who don’t give a flip about 
it. 

You know who’s changing the course of sub- 
atomic particles, atomic particles, human bodies full 
of atomic particles, and the mind of mankind? 

Richard Simmons. 

Roseanne Barr. 

That guy on the infomercial with the nerd sweater 
from the sixties. 

If you're not scared yet, I’ve got three words for 
you: 

Barney the Dinosaur. 

Don’t mess with nature. 


Victory Over Communism! | 
The Mendon Drive-In in Mendon, Massa- 
chusetts, still packs in 300 cars on the weekends, 
attracted by a 40-by-80-foot screen, radio sound, 
and a revamped concession stand containing a 
vintage Wurlitzer jukebox. Paul R. Blatchford of 
Newton, Gregg Walker of Cambridge, and Biff 
Dorsey of Portland, Oregon, remind us that, with 
eternal vigilance, the drive-in will never die. _ 
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Dear Joe Bob, 

My dog Butch wants 
me to get a satellite dish so 
he can see your cable show, 
but Ihad a dream one time 
that this big old dish out- 
side my trailer at Random 
Access Acres sucked up this 
alien life form that’s based 
on cable energy or some- 
thing and tried to absorb 
all the energy out of my body and make me watch 
Purple Rain. I know that sounds silly, but Prince 
looks kind of like a cable alien anyway and I don’t like 
to take chances with messages from beyond. 

Semper fu! 

J.T. Meredith 

Mooresville, N.C. 
Dear J.T.: 

In other words, you’re not willing to fork over the 
measly 900 bucks it takes to put in an 878-channel 
dish. Don’t you realize that there is no life anymore? 
It’s all on TV. 

Listen to me while there’s still time. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
Iam aninmate here on the Texas Death Row and 
also an unofficial member of your Death Row fan 
club. I was given the same unofficial office that Dan 
Quayle holds since I was considered too weird for the 
mascot position. Strange, huh?! 
Anyway, I wanted to ask the great, all-knowing 
and multi-talented Joe Bob for a big favor. In your 
last issue of “Advice to the Hopeless” (nothing could 
be more appropriate a title as far as I’m concerned, 
being here), you said that prisoners could receive a 
free subscription to your newsletter. I would really, 
really like one if it’s possible! Please! 
Also, in your last issue you showed another 
wonderful photo of Madison Stone that has some of 
us really fired up and asking some questions. First 
question: Does Madison Stone have a fan club and 
where can we get some of those photos at? Second 
question: Since you first showed her picture doing 
that “fertility dance” in her black leather boots from 
the movie Naked Obsession (I think that was it), has 
she and her hooters pumped up with that silicone 
“gasket sealer”? In the last photo, them twin hills 
look like mountains now. 
That’s about it for now. Thanks for everything, 
Joe Bob, youre the greatest of them all! Keep up the 
good work slaughtering all the Sacred Cows. 
Garry Dean Miller, #947 
Death Row 
Huntsville, Tex. 

Dear Garry Dean: 

Far be it from me to speculate on a woman’s 
hooter doctor, but yes indeedy, I do believe our friend 
Madison has been pumping up her talent, if you 





know what I mean and I 
think you do. 


Joe Bob, 

- Since I moved to the 
mighty midwest I have 
noticed all the women (at 
least the cute ones) are 
married and drive white 
Camaros. There seems to 
be a connection. 

This is like writing to Santa except you are for 
real. Santa was never in Playboy. Boy, do you look 
respectable in the picture in the front. I just read the 
magazine for the articles. 

Back to lithium treatments. Gotta go. 

Jan Mickelson 
Ann Arbor, Mich. 
Dear Jan: 

And the unmarried ones drive red Camaros with 
signs on the back that say “I Brake For Ski Instruc- 
tors.” 


Yo: 

Sorry I had to write this in pencil, but the dang 
kids took the crayons again. 

Sacramento has at least joined the twentieth 
century. The 49er Drive-In finally got a condom 
dispenser in the men’s room. It’s a beaut, too. All 
shiny and new with big letters that say “4 colors for 
visual excitement.” Of course, if you need colored 
condoms for excitement, then you best just keep the 
change. 

Jim Bob Micheletti 
Sacramento 
Dear Jim Bob: 

Are you telling me that you guys just found out 
that there are colored condoms? 

In Texas, that’s the only way some of these ole 
boys in the dance halls can remember what color 
their car is. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

Am I the only one that’s ever seen this? Once 
Upon a Time in the West, one of my favorite westerns 
of all time, was on Ted’s channel the other night, and 
it reminded me once again that a segment seems to 
have disappeared! At the end of the movie, Jason 
Robards and the Railroad Tycoon are both dying of 
serious lead poisoning. 

I distinctly remember seeing the original version 
at a drive-in; there was a sequence showing them 
shooting one another, and one helluva fight between 
the tycoon’s hired hands and Robards’ gang. 

This is all missing from the current version; I’ve 
even rented the long version from the video store 
that says “complete and uncut” on the box. There are 
other scenes that weren’t in the drive-in version, but 
not the ones I was looking for. 
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Seems to me this is a key to the ending, and it’s 
just gone! 

I’ve tried writing to the production company on 
the box and the guy who publishes the book on every 
movie ever made—they don’t have any information 
on this at all. Can you or anybody help? 

Rich Meyer 
Independence, Mo. 
Dear Rich: 

I’m sure youre right about the missing scene for 
Once Upon a Time in the West, because Sergio Leone 
complained his whole life about how the studio 
screwed that one up. Supposedly he had a complete 
“director’s cut” that he was trying to release for 
several years, but then he died, and who knows if 
well ever see the version he wanted us to see. Kinda 
depressing, isn’t it? 


HDoog0ggogogooooo0ooOoooOooOoOoooOoooOooOooOoooOoOooOoOoooooooooooooooG 





This Week's Contest 


Broek “Sweet Lou” Silvers of Chicago: “First 
of all, Joe Bob, let me say that you are a beacon of 
light in a sea of cinemagraphic darkness. You are my 
last hope, for no one else on the face of the moviegoing 
earth could help me find the name of the movie I’ve 
got in mind. Many years ago, when I was an under- 
graduate, I happened to be watching TV during the 
middle of the night when I saw a movie with a name 
I just can’t remember. This was an English-lan- 
guage movie about an ancient Taoist monastery in 


Joe Bob Jackets Back for an Encore! 





Joe Bob had these jackets made up as 
special Christmas presents for the crew of hisTV  § 
show, and they were such a hit, he decided to 


Jacket $155 


offer them to his fans, too. These high quality 
jackets have a charcoal gray wool body with red 
leather sleeves, collar and pocket slits. On the 


(XXL or larger $170) 


Size 


backis a full color chenille patch with the Joe Bob : . 
Briggs logo and extra stitching to read “Joe Bob : (IX residents add 8.5% fax) 
Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Your g 
name plus “Bob” (i.e. “Mary Bob” or “Sam Bob”) 





Name on front $6 


in red script on the left front costs $6 extra. First Name 
deadline for ordering is October 15. Allow 8 weeks 

from that date for delivery. Specify size—men’‘s_  §$ Shipping $5 
XS/16-18, $/36, M/38, L/40-42, XL/42-44, XXL/46, 

XXXL/46-48, 4XL/50-52. Please use formtoprovide S$ Total 


shipping address and fill out the following: 


This Video Deal Sucks! 


Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘lo Sleep With a Vampire’ for only $10! 





Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get the four-star erotic thriller 
To Sleep With a Vampire for only $10 starring Charlie Spradling 
in her hottest role yet as a topless dancer who falls in love with 
a vampire. Hurry! Offer expires October 31, 1994. 


= Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus To Sleep 
With a Vampire video—S80 in foreign countries. 


| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. Make checks payable fo The Joe Bob Report.) 


Nam j * 5 

fegciate Cappuccino My Butt’ Mug 
This 15-ounce ceramic sipper is white with ‘Cappuccino 

City eS Zip — My Butt’ on the front in black. (Other side says: “When did 

Charge Card # everybody go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes 

to this new idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla- 
Check one: MC ___ Visa___ Exp. Date__ Ss Wombat Espresso will turn you into an art director for music 
Signature videos?”—Joe Bob Briggs.) $9.95—plus $2.90 shipping. 


Ordering information for any of Joe Bob’s five books, 1990-94 


BOOKS e BINDE RS e BACK ISSU ES binders, or list of back issues available by writing to address below. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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China. Wealthy pilgrims come to the monastery to 
celebrate some holiday, and claim to witness one of 
the monks getting nekkid with a woman, which 
would be strictly against all monkly codes of conduct. 
When they report this incident to the Abbot, they 
discover that the part of the monastery with the 
nekkid couple has been closed for centuries. Next, 
the monks are implicated in the murder of the 
previous Abbot. Does this movie have it all, or what? 
Ancient Chinese monks, nekkidness, deadly forms of 
Oriental fu, murder, possible ghosts, general in- 
trigue, etc. ’m sure the movie was a historic com- 
mercial smash, but, amazingly enough, I have for- 
gotten the name.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the June 27 issue, Jim Lynch of Denison, 
Texas, wrote: “In the early-to-mid-seventies, my 
friend Hoppy and I stumbled into an artsy theater 
near Lemmon and Cedar Springs in Dallas, Texas, 
expecting to see some T & A. Imagine our surprise 
when this bizzaro spaghetti-western-type film 
unreeled before our bleary, drugged eyeballs. To this 
day, we are unable to recall very much about this 
movie, including the title; however, we will never 
forget some of the more gruesome scenes. Numero 
Uno: Underground people escaping nuclear holo- 
caust-type conditions wreaked by the outlaw 
bandidos. Numero Two: Mutilated animals with 
exposed innards; fly-covered, bloated carcasses 
strewn willy-nilly over the countryside. Numero 
Trio: Subhuman gunfight featuring a couple of 
paraplegics strapped together with ammo belts. One 
was armless, one leg- 
less, but together they 
formed one bad mutha. 
Numero Lasto: Super 
close-up of bad guy 
deep-throating a 12- 
gauge, double-bar- 
relled shotgun before 
his last thoughts hit 
the fan. Yuk.” 

We received seven 
correct answers, so our 
winnner was chosen by 
drawing. Heis... 

J. Parker of 
Crestview, Florida: 
“The film Jim de- 
scribes can be none 
other than El Topo 


wrote and stars in this masterful work of strange- 
ness. The central character in the film is on a 
spiritual quest and has endless weird encounters. 
This film brims over with bizarre images including 
legions of freaks. Among these is the Double Man 
composed of a pair of amputees. All of Jodorowsky’s 
works are unforgettable, including two other no- 
table works, The Holy Mountain and Santa Sangre. 
Although watching this guy’s films while stoned 
seems to be popular, it’s really not necessary, as 
merely viewing these surrealistic gems is akin toa 
drug trip.” 

Additional information came from our six run- 
ners-up... 

Raymond Johnston of New York, New York: 
“The film with the gunfighting paraplegics that you 
are looking for sounds suspiciously like El Topo, or 
for those who took shop instead of Spanish, The 
Mole. John Lennon saw it and had ABKCO Films, 
run by his manager Allen Klein, give it an art house 
release after it had a midnight movie release. Be- 
cause it is Beatle-related (so slightly) it is caught up 
in that black hole of confused rights and isimpossible 
to see. The film is Mexican, not Italian, made by 
Alexandro Jodorowsky. Among the fans of El Topo 
are Sam Fuller and Dennis Hopper. Hopper was 
inspired by this film to make his classic (I mean that 
sincerely) The Last Movie. Jodorowsky admits being 
influenced by (that is ripping off to you, Joe Bob) 
Godard, Bunuel, Leone, K. Von Stroheim, and Buster 
Keaton. The film is one of those heavy-duty symbolic 
jobs where half of the characters are supposed to 
resemble Christ, and the other half either Pilate, 
Freud or Nietzsche. It also features a fairly hot 
lesbian love scene. Part of it was filmed on the 
leftover sets from The Land of Tombstone (with 


*Rental By ACs LLESA 


(The Mole), a 1970 fea- ADI ROM’ /ANC aE 
ture by the brilliant di- 323 S. Washington St. 
rector Alexandro Alexandria, VA 22314 


Jodorowsky, who also 


(703) 549 « 8848 





Glenn Ford). Incidentally, Jo- 
dorowsky studied under Marcel 
Marceau and other fringe Paris 
types. The uncut El Topo is 135 
minutes, cut to 123 to reduce sex 
and political innuendo. It was first 
shown in the U.S. at the Museum 
of Modern Art. Most of the audi- 
ence bolted in shock.” 

Tim Murphy of South El 
Monte, California: “I think the flick 
is a tostada western rather than a 
spaghetti western. Jodorowsky 
stars with his then-wife Brontis 
and David Silva co-starring. Silva 
also appeared in the cool 1967 
Meskin sci-fi flick El Mujer 
Murcielago (The Bat Woman), 
about a costumed superheroine 
battling a disfigured mad scien- 
tist whois creating fishmen. I seem 
to remember a soundtrack album 
being issued.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Elliot James of Las Vegas, John 
Phelan of Irving, Texas, Peter 
“The Reet” Glass of Goleta, Cali- 
fornia, and Kris Gilpin of 
Burbank, California. 


Free Ad 
for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to trade 
videos, Joe Bob will give you a free ad 
(up to twenty words—60 cents each 
additional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information to P.O. 
Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 











Friends 
e 

Freebies 
Give us five names and addresses 
of friends or foes you think are weird 
enough to appreciate a sample copy of 
The Joe Bob Report, and we'll send 
_ you a free video from our stockpile of 
about a thousand titles. Unfortu- 
nately, you don’t get to choose the 
title—unless one of your five names 


subscribes to the newsletter. Then 
_ you get another video, and you Bet to 





choose it from the list. 


Hee. 
_ Joe Bob’s Classifieds | 


Fanzines 


Scream Queen Zines! A one-stop, cutting- 


edge mail-order source for over 1,000 titles. 
Beautifully illustrated 120-page catalog 
includes: fringe/exploitation film, anima- 
tion and sex periodicals. Send $3 to Xines, 
Box JB-3, 1226-A Calle de Comercio, Santa 
Fe, NM 87505. 


Miscellaneous 


Visual Art Access helps artists get ahead! 
Brochure: Box 2880, Santa Fe, NM 87504. 


Video Sales 


Naked Neighbor Girls! Sociosexual docu- 
mentaries or one-hand videos? You decide! 
Send SASE for free list or $9 for hour video. 
Include signed age statement. MacLean- 
Jameson, P.O. Box 191544, San Francisco, 
CA 94119. 

Carl J. Sukenick’s Mutant Massacre— 
Blood, nudity, violence, kung fu. Christmas 
special: $15 payable to Carl J. Sukenick. 
C.J.S. Films, c/o Sukenick, 305 W. 28th St. 
#12D, New York, NY 10001. 


Video Trades 


Have for swap horror, science fiction, ama- 


teur X. Want the same including pro wres- 
tling. Henry Saffan, 2626 Homecrest Ave., 
Brooklyn NY 11235. 





Would like a copy of these on video: Remem- 
ber My Name and Three Women. Send to: 
Greg Nikiel, 6593 Commerce Ct., 
Gainesville, VA 22065. 

Wanted: Traci Lords movies, the “hard to 
find” ones! Will trade or buy. Jecker, P.O. 
Box 253, Sussex, WI 53089. 
Research/collector needs someone to tape 
Turner Classic Movies(TCM) films on cable/ 
disk in October. Wanted for review. Call 
318-893-8642. Will compensate. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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| 
| 
| 
| 
fe 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| 

| 

| 

: Place a personal ad or message, 
sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 

| Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge 

| to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 

| forget your signature and expiration 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 

| 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 

| appear in approximately three weeks. 

1 Display advertising is $75 per inch. 

| 

| 

| 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 





Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 
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